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"You've got to see this." 


Bruce rolled his eyes at the pink-faced guitarist. ""Dave, hearing you say that worries the fuck out of me. 
What do | have to see?" 


Davey dropped a magazine in front of him and flipped through several pages before stabbing his finger at a 
picture in the upper right corner. "That!" 


Bruce looked. And looked again, his expression showing his surprise. "That's not me. ls it?" 


"No, it's not," Davey laughed, sitting down and pulling the magazine over in front of him. "His name is André 


Matos. He sings for some band called Viper." 


"Never heard of them." 

And with that, it was forgotten. 

Until... 

Early January, 1119 

"Angra?" 

"Right, Angra, Vocalist is a bit of a fan. André Matos." 

"Well, I've heard of the band and | think it could work. What did you have in mind?" 
"Maybe Run to the Hils and karus?" 

Bruce nodded and shrugged. "Why not? 

"We'll record them, maybe we can find a spot for them on the new live cd" 


Already deep in his airline manual again, Bruce gave a half-hearted wave. 


André Matos 


Bruce flipped through the pages in his mind, trying to recall something that was tickling just at the edge of 
his brain 


André Matos. 

Angra 

He sat up, forgetting the height -- or lack thereof -- inside his bunk and smashing his head. Grumbling, he 
flopped back again, rubbing the spot that had collided with the ceiling. "That magazine. But it wasn't Angra, it 
was another name." He snapped his fingers. "Viper. That's the one who looked like me." 

A wicked smile crept over his face. 


André Matos. 


It would be interesting to see how he looked now. 


January l, 1797 Paris, France 

"Have you seen him yet?" 

André shook his head. "No, he is here though?" 

"He's round here somewhere. Try the dressing room." 

André felt as if he were fifteen again. It was ridiculous to be this nervous, after all he was just a man. An 
incredible singer with a mind-numbing body and energy that could have powered half of his country, but stil 
just a man. 

He almost had himself convinced of that when he found himself face to face with just that man. 

"Well, hello! Bruce Dickinson.” André managed to put his hand out, jumping at the shock that traveled up his 
arm when Bruce's fingers closed around his. Bruce ginned, his eyes dancing at the look that was a cross 
between awe and deer in the headlamp on André's face. 

"Y..yes, André Matos." 

"No so much anymore," Bruce said, giving him a very thorough going over. 

‘lam sorry?" André was obviously confused. 

Bruce laughed. "Why? | meant that you don't look near so much like me anymore. Years ago, Dave, you know, 
Dave Murray? He saw a picture of you when you were with Viper and showed it to me. Bloody young you 
were and there was an amazing resemblance." 


It was why | got the job. They didn't even know if | could sing but | looked like you." 


Bruce burst out laughing. "Whatever works, right? They got a bit more than they hoped for them because 


you certainly can sing.” 

André blushed, stammering a thanks. It suddenly occurred to him that he was still holding Bruce's hand and he 
snatched his back as if it were on fire. Bruce cocked his head, the grin on his face slowly fading. "Nothing to 
worry about, I've had all my shots." 


"| meant no offense, | just..." 


Bruce held up his hand. "None taken. I'll see you a bit later then 


André could only stare in embarrassed silence as Bruce walked away. 

Well, he did manage to admire the spectacular view as well. 

Everything had gone well. 

In fact, it had been brilliant. 

André only wished he hadn't been such an idiot: 

Onstage? He had been fine, standing with Bruce, throwing their arms around each other, that wild eyed smile 
making him laugh and forget the words when Bruce hung it over his shoulder. Which was no easy feat, André 
was surprised when he realized how short he was, the powerful body and his way of carrying himself making 
him appear much taller. 


That body. All André had to do was think of it and it made him groan and want to hump the nearest object. 


But when it was done Bruce was gone, a cheerful goodbye and a lots of fun lets do it again sometime the last 


he'd heard. 
And he really wanted to hear more. 


He had wanted to at least give him his mobile number but he didn't get the chance, so when he received a call 


from an unknown number the last thing he expected was to hear the exuberant greeting on the other end. 
"Well, hello!" 
André couldn't help but grin 


He couldn't believe he was here. 


The receptionist guided him back to the studio where Bruce was waiting, André coming through the door in 
time to hear the strains of a very familiar song, the acoustic guitar even more haunting than the original 
electric version. Sitting alone in front of the mixing desk was Bruce, humming along with the melody. Before he 
could speak, the words to the chorus burst into the air, the emotional lyrics taking his breath, the raw 


sensuality of Bruce's voice slamming into his stomach like a hard punch. 


| throw myself, into the sea 


Release the wave, let it wash over me... 


He must have made a sound for Bruce spun the chair around and started to laugh. "You caught me!" Turning 
the music down, he leaned the chair back, cocking his head to the side and waving André further into the 
room. 

"Your voice is perfect for the words." 


"It bloody well should be," Bruce chuckled, "since | wrote them." 


"Well of course," André laughed, shrugging his jacket off and tossing it onto the couch along the back wall. 
Taking the chair beside Bruce, he held his gaze steady under the intense stare. "Did | forget my head?" 


"No, you just don't really resemble me at all anymore. Which isn't a bad thing, although | do have to say it 


could have been interesting." 

"I'm not sure | understand what you mean 

Bruce's expression gave André a very odd feeling in the pit of his stomach, the look a cross between lust and 
laughter and a hint of something (perverted/dark?) more. A moment later, he thought he must have been 
mistaken because it was gone, replaced by an open friendliness that promised nothing more than a pleasant 
afternoon of singing. 

And it was just that. 

Bruce has set this time aside for them to practice undisturbed, their only company being the man who 
delivered the food Bruce called out for. Even while they ate, they practiced certain parts until a friendly 
rivalry reared its head. 

Being called the Air Raid Siren was something Bruce had learned to take in stride, and in fact used more than 
once to his advantage. Even Harry couldn't talk over that: So when André joked that he could out "siren" him, 
Bruce jumped up and challenged him to prove it. One warm-up, then one for real. The bet? That was a little 
more difficult to resolve. 

Bruce knew what he wanted. 

André knew what he wanted. 

The problem lay in the fact neither one was sure what the other one wanted. 


Bruce finally eyed him with another one of those very wicked grins. "So? What would you like to bet?" 


André was at a loss for something to say. "| can't decide." 


"We'll just say the prize is to be determined later then" Bruce got up and stretched, feeling the heated gaze 
from the younger man. Mentally patting himself on the back -- still got what it takes, old chap -- he crooked 


his finger and started backing toward the sound booth. "Come on André, are you ready to scream for me?" 


h ways that have not entered your mind, André groaned to himself. He simply nodded and followed Bruce in to 
the mic. 


Once in place, Bruce bowed. "Go on, you take a crack at it first 

André took several deep breaths, fully emptying his lungs and taking as much air in as he could, readying his 
body to give it everything he had. He ran a few scales, closing his eyes after the third series and blowing out 
the remaining air. Taking in all that he could, he started low and ran the notes up the scale, sustaining the last 
until he thought his lungs would explode. 

Laughing , Bruce applauded. "Fucking brilliant! Now, do it for real." 

André was seeing grey spots before he let the note die away the second time. 

Bruce actually looked impressed. 


He also ran up a scale, his warm-up not as impressive as André's. 


But when he let it go, really trying, he showed that there was no doubt he was the Air Raid Siren and anyone 


else was a poor substitute. 


When he cut the note off, he staggered back and dropped onto one of the hight stools, red-faced and laughing. 
lm too bloody old to do that anymore." 


"You still sound the same," André marveled. 


"Oh bollocks. | wish | could still hit those notes like | did back on Beast and Piece. And Powerslave, fucking Aces 
High would probably kill me now." 


"Your throat is still very impressive." When Bruce's eyebrows shot up, André blushed He had meant to say 
voice, really he had, but the power in Bruce's throat had him thinking along those lines again and it had slipped. 
"Your voice, | was saying." 


"Right, my voice." Bruce didn't look as if he believed him for a minute. 


André felt a desperate need to change the subject. "We will record tomorrow?" And could you please stop tilting 
your head and looking at me lke you are wondering what is wrong with me? 


Bruce prided himself on being able to read people and right this moment he had private library privileges with 


the one in front of him. And the pages were wide open. The image of André spread before him filled his brain 
and sent a surge of heat through his body. All of it ending between his legs. "Tomorrow," he agreed, nodding. 


"Then | will see you tomorrow." André had no idea where he planned on going, he just knew if he didn't get out 
of there he was either going to say something he wouldn't be able to explain or just get on his knees and see 


what he found at that level. 


"Planning on holing up in your room are you? | thought we could have a few pints and some dinner, tell each 


other stories that can't be said in polite company." Bruce threw an arm over his shoulders and urged him 


toward the door. 


André grabbed his jacket on the way past, a thousand excuses coming to mind but not a single one made it 


past his lips. 

Then again, he didn't want any of them to. 
Did he? 

Bruce had no shame 


He also didn't have any conscience about telling on his old bandmates, current bandmates, bands that had 


toured with them, bands he'd gone to see or pretty much anyone that had ever made his acquaintance. 

And that was all before the third drink. 

André was helpless to do anything but laugh, albeit at times he was momentarily taken back by some of the 
stories, the gleam in Bruce's eyes positively devilish. He was half afraid to eat, several times having to snatch 
the napkin from his lap and get it to his face before he sent an explosion of food across the table. When he 
did send a cascade of wine out his nose Bruce cracked up, pounding the table as he howled, the other patrons 
looking at them as if they had lost their minds. 

Wiping his eyes, André tried to glare at him but failed miserably. "You are trying to kill me?" 


"No mate, didn't know you'd be that easy to choke," Bruce smirked, giving him a wink. 


André froze, eyeing him warily. "| do not choke easily,” he said, lobbing the double meaning back to the other 
side of the table. 


Bruce raised an eyebrow. "So, you can usually handle whatever goes into your mouth?" 


"Or comes." As soon as he said it, André wanted to slide under the table. Couldnt have been much more obvious 


than that, could you? 


Bruce threw his napkin on the table and pushed his plate away. "That almost sounds like a challenge," he said, 


keeping his voice low. 


"If that is how you see it," André shrugged, folding his napkin and placing it carefully beside his plate before 
sitting back in his chair. 


Bruce folded his arms over his chest and stared at him with narrowed eyes. "Look, I'm not one to muck about. 


If you're interested, say so. If not," he shrugged, "then say that.” 


André thought for a moment. If he was testing him, and he was interested, he could find himself not only out 
of the recording, but having his private "quirks" exposed. If he wasn't testing him, then he could be in for 


something he'd wanted for a very long time. 


Bruce snorted, amusement showing in the eyes that never wavered from his face. Leaning forward, he ran his 


tongue over his lips. "What's it going to be, mate?" 


André's mouth moved before his brain had a chance. "Your room or mine?" 


Neither spoke while they waited for the server to bring the bill. Bruce waved off André's offer to pay, shoving 
several bank notes into the check folder before rising and leaving the restaurant, André following him to the 
lifts. They still didn't speak, entering the car when the doors opened, Bruce pushing the button for his floor and 
then leaning against the wall, letting his gaze wander over André's body. André stood quietly, glancing over at 


him every few seconds. 


A flush of color filled his cheeks at the slow scrutiny, his skin almost able to fee the physical touch of Bruce's 
eyes. Tossing his head, he flipped his hair back, beginning his own lazy perusal of the strong body that waited 
so nonchalantly for the lift to reach the correct floor. His eyes seemed to be drawn to those muscular thighs 


and the bulge that was becoming more pronounced with each passing moment. 


When the bell sounded and the doors slid open he trailed Bruce into the hall, walking a pace or so behind, their 
feet making no sound in the luxurious pile. Bruce stopped in front of a door and glanced over his shoulder. 
André bit his lip, knowing this was his last chance to back out. As if he read his mind, Bruce cocked his head. 
“Still up for it?" 


It might have been a deliberate choice of words or it might have been accidental, but whichever it was it 


made the momentary doubt disappear. "Very up," André said with a grin 


Bruce wiggled his eyebrows and leered. "Well then get in here and show me just how up you are." 


All worry and doubt replaced by an overwhelming burst of fire that started in his groin and radiated out until 
even his fingers and toes felt the tingle, André followed him inside. 


“Something to drink?" 


André shook his head, nerves creeping back to steal his voice. Bruce set his key on the dresser, his wallet 
joining it. His head lifted, catching André's eyes in the mirror as he threw his jacket onto the armchair. André 
ran his tongue over his lips, searching his mind desperately for something to say, anything that would be witty 


and sexy and intelligent and... 


Without letting go of André's gaze, Bruce raised his hands and opened the first button on his shirt. André's 
breath snagged in his throat, his teeth catching his lower lip as the second and third parted, his kegs moving 
of their own accord as the last was released When Bruce went to shrug it off, André's hands were there to 


draw it down, the gaudy print clashing with the rich carpet when it fell in a puddle between their feet. 


Placing his hands on Bruce's arms, André stroked upwards, feeling the strength in his biceps and in his 
shoulders, his hands moving forward and finding the thick hair on his chest. Bruce groaned when deft fingers 
found his nipples, rubbing an tugging them lightly, his hands reaching back to clutch André's thighs and pull him 


forward. 


It was like colliding with a marble statue. André dropped his head, his mouth seeking the exposed flesh of 
Bruce's neck, teeth closing to pinch the skin until Bruce growled, a hand darting up to twist in the silken fall of 
hair and pull, forcing André's mouth away as he turned his head, their lips meeting with heat and intent. 
Nothing sedate or gentle in the kiss, a duel of tongues, thrust and parry in an intricate dance that explored and 
discovered the taste of each other. 


Bruce broke the kiss, tipping his head back against André's shoulder as he ground his arse against his crotch, 

André's hands stroking over his chest and stomach, fingers tracing the lines of muscle under the mat of hair, 
following the curve of his ribs and then sweeping down to the top of his jeans. Fumbling, his hands shaking with 
the urgency that was gripping him, André managed to open the button and with a sigh pushed the zipper down, 


snaking a hand in to grasp the eager hardness that rose to meet him. 
"Fuck," Bruce hissed, his hips canting forward to push his cock into the strong grip. 


André laughed softly, his tongue rasping along the skin just behind Bruce's ear, tasting the sweat and the 
flavor that was unique to the man, teeth nipping at his ear before those soft lips worked their way to the 
juncture of his shoulder and took a bolder bite. 


"Bed, now, and get out of those fucking clothes," Bruce ordered, his hand closing around André's wrist and 
tugging it away from his cock. Turning, he placed both hands against André's chest and shoved him backwards, 
his eyes filled with a playful lust, sweeping down André's body to stare blatantly at his crotch. "Yes, those 


clothes really need to go." 
"Come and take them." André challenged, spreading his arms wide. 
Bruce snorted and attacked. 


André wondered if taunting him had been a good idea when Bruce took hold of the collar of his shirt and with 
a grunt, literally ripped it from his body. Slapping at the hands that were now after his jeans, André fled 
backwards, laughing when Bruce tried to chase him with his jeans caught around his knees. "Wait! | will take 


them off!" 


Stepping on the denim, Bruce yanked his legs free, one of his trainers coming off with the pants. Lifting his 
other leg, he hopped around, tugging the second one off and tossing it to the side, his sock following. Changing 
feet, he pulled the other sock off and circled it over his head like a stripper's glove, finally letting it fly to land 
on the lamp next to the bed. Wearing only a leer, he stood in the middle of the room, arms akimbo, his cock 


hard and leaking a steady flow of precome. 

André figured he'd better catch up in a hurry. 

Toeing off his boots, he unfastened his jeans and pushed them down his legs, taking the brief underwear as 
well. Lifting one foot, he tugged that leg off, removing his sock as well, quickly repeating the process on the 
other leg when Bruce started toward him. Kicking everything aside, he eyes darted around the room. 

"No place to hide, André," Bruce said, still stalking him. 

| wasn't looking to hide, Bruce," he answered, standing straight and facing him. 

Bruce's low whistle of appreciation made him blush, but his eyes glittered with confidence and pride. He rose on 
the balls of his feet when Bruce's hand found his cock, giving it several lazy pumps. "Remember what | said 


earlier about being glad the resemblance wasn't as strong?" 


André nodded, coherent thought becoming more difficult as Bruce's other hand cupped his balls, beginning a 


slow massage. 


"| might have an ego and according to some even be a bit narcissistic at times, but I've never had the desire 


to fuck myself." 


André smirked, his hands finding Bruce's cock and balls and returning the slow caresses, Bruce's shaky groan 


signaling his approval. "I was planning on fucking you." 


The arch of an eyebrow was accompanied by an amused snort. "No, l'm afraid this time l'm going to have to 


insist." 


Bodies so close they could feel the heat from each other, cocks and hands bumping as they continued they 


slow waking. 


"I think we may have reached an impasse," André said through gritted teeth, a particularly firm squeeze of his 
balls making his cock throb in Bruce's hand. 


The mischievous gleam was back in Bruce's eyes. "We could wrestle for it" 
André cocked an eyebrow at him. "I would not want to hurt you." 


Bruce snickered, stepping forward and forcing André to back toward the bed. "Get on the bed Matos, and 


prepare to go down" 


It really wasn't fair that André was laughing so hard at the unintentional pun that Bruce had him pinned in 
under ten seconds. But when he swooped down and sucked André's cock into his mouth, the laughter was cut 
off by a long moan, his fingers gripping Bruce's hair, the short strands sliding through his fingers. Instead, he 
cupped the back of his head, his hips rising to meet the burning wet cavern that engulfed him, taking him 
quickly down to the root. Bruce raised his head, dragging his mouth up the rigid shaft, tickling the ridge with 
the tip of his tongue before letting André's cock slide free. André cursed, lifting his head to find a very dirty 
stare looking back. "Besides," Bruce sniggered, rubbing the head against his cheek, "I won the bet" 


André thought he nodded in response but he couldn't be sure. He tried to answer, but his tongue seemed to 
have glued itself to the roof of his mouth and wouldn't come loose no matter how hard he tried. Bruce's 
mouth was once again doing things to his cock that had his body twitching and his brain sending an “line 


engaged, please try again later" message. 


When he took him into his throat and swallowed around him, André's hands fell to his sides, grabbing fistfuls 
of the bedspread and twisting it around them, his breath leaving him in sharp pants. His hips rose as Bruce's 
mouth worked its way back up, his cock wanting to stay buried deep in the sucking, licking heat. He groaned his 
disappointment when Bruce's mouth left him again. The feeling of desertion didn't last long but this time it was 
his balls that were laved, the skin being caught between Bruce's lips and gently tugged, the cry from him 
bringing a rush of air over the wet flesh that made him shiver when Bruce gave another of those very 


wicked laughs. 


André felt him shift on the bed, the mattress dipping and swaying under his weight. He opened his eyes in time 
to see Bruce had moved around until they lay opposite, the heavily muscled thigh now beside his head. With a 
low hiss of approval, he took hold, urging Bruce to straddle his face, the thick cock now within reach. Closing 
his fingers round the shaft, he guided it to his mouth, feeling more than hearing Bruce's groan when he closed 


his lips behind the head and sucked. 


Tongues tracing looping veins, tips lapped clean of thick and sticky precome, skin glistening with saliva, the room 
filled with the sounds of pleasure and the smell of heated bodies and sex, hands stroking and touching, fingers 
dipping into dark creases and exploring, breath coming hard and rough. 


André turned his head, biting and sucking Bruce's inner high, feeling him growl around his cock. A cry was torn 
from his throat when Bruce's teeth scraped his cock in retaliation. Lifting his head, he guided one of he large, 
firm orbs into his mouth and sucked, rolling it on his tongue, his lips stretching in a smirk when he felt Bruce's 


steady suction pause, a shudder running through him at the bordering on pain pleasure of André's mouth. 


Deciding turnabout was fair play, Bruce brought his fingers to his mouth and wet two, curling his hand under 
André's raised thigh and probing the cleft of his arse. He felt the hard movement under him when he pressed 
the tip of a single finger against the tight hole, increasing the pace of his mouth over André's cock as he 
pushed it inside. 


André rocked under him, freeing his mouth and letting out a sound that was a cross between a hiss and a 
moan. Bruce's finger slipped deeper as André bore down, opening himself, his eyes closed at the burn of being 


spread. 


Bruce freed André's head from between his thighs, walking his body around on his knees and positioning himself 
between André's legs. André pulled his knees higher, rolling his hips up and exposing more of himself, enabling 
Bruce to push his finger in as deep as he could, holding it there before curling it carefully inside. 


Bending over his supine form, Bruce ran his tongue up André's chest, laughing when André threw an arm 
around his neck and lifted his head, their mouths clashing in a demanding kiss, tongues chasing and fighting back 
and forth as Bruce eased his finger back, thrusting it deep once again, turning his wrist to stretch him open 
with each push past the ring. 


André keened softly when the second was added, Bruce burying his face in his neck and sucking at the leaping 
pulse, André's nails raking his shoulder when Bruce's fingers began a steady, slow fuck of his arse. Another 
kiss, tasting themselves in each other, André's fingers teasing Bruce's nipples, quick flicks of his fingers 


stiffening the peaks even more. 


Bruce rose up on his knees, his fingers leaving André. Sitting back, he took his cock in hand and stroked it lazily, 
eyes hot with desire as they roamed down the sleek body sprawled under him. A light coat of sweat on the 
bronze skin, eyes darkened with lust, André lay exposed to the hungry gaze that promised pleasure and maybe 
a hint of pain 


Bruce leaned toward the side of the bed, opening the drawer in the table and retrieving a bottle of lube, once 
again sitting on his haunches as he flipped open the lid. Those hot, dark eyes raked over him, his cock twitching, 
the head slick with precome as he poured lube onto his hand, tipping it forward to let it glide up his fingers. 


So intent on the powerful body before him, André didn't see Bruce close the bottle and set it aside, his hand 
dropping until he was able to line up his fingers and slip them back inside André. A sharp shout and his body 
arched from the bed, his head tipping back as Bruce's fingers shoved past the ring, the soft walls opening 


around them and then clamping down as they bent just enough to find the ridge that sent a spike of ecstasy 
through him. 


André slid his hand down and grasped his cock, wanking it hard, the strokes keeping time with the thrusts of 
Bruce's fingers. He snarled, lifting his upper body to twine his other arm around Bruce's neck, capturing his 
mouth once again, his shout swallowed by Bruce's lungs when the fingers withdrew and were immediately 
replaced by the head of Bruce's cock, a short, sharp jab breaching him, the burn flaring brightly and then 
fading as the head slipped past the ring, the smaller shaft burrowing deeper with the steady drive of Bruce's 
hips. 


André's legs wrapped around him; Bruce pulled back and then rammed forward, his flanks and back flexing with 
the power of the pounding of his cock into the clinging, velvet heat of André's arse. Ripping his mouth free, 
André turned his head just enough to sink his teeth into Bruce's shoulder, the pain urging him on, his balls 
slapping heavily against André with every thrust. 


Nothing resembling love, just simply raw lust, desire and want. 


Sweat covered skin sliding together, André's cock dripping over his hand, soon joined by Bruce's, the combination 
of the varying grips and squeezes tightening his balls, his moans growing in volume and intensity, Bruce's 
grunts with each thrust filling the room. Kisses almost brutal, swipes of tongues tasting flesh and need, hands 
groping and grasping, scratches burning with the salt of the liquid that ran down their bodies. Animalistic, teeth 
bared and eyes filled with demons seeking pleasures of the flesh, a need that demanded to be sated, to be met. 


Suddenly it was there, starting at the base of their spines and ripping through them, André's body the first to 
explode, his shrill call of release heard only a moment before they both felt the thick burn of his come 
splashing between them. He bucked, and bucked again, the convulsions of his arse around Bruce's cock bringing 


a like cry from him. 


André arched, his body shaking as Bruce's seed filled his arse in hard bursts, each one met with a hard rock 
of his hips, Bruce's short, jerky stabs wringing every last bit of come from his balls. Spasms still racking their 
frames, they crashed together, fighting for breath and hearts hammering against one another. 


Neither knew how long it was before the violent shaking and trembling eased enough for them to part, Bruce 
easing out slowly before rolling onto his back and staring up at the ceiling, panting hard. André gasped beside 
him, both of them feeling the gradual slowing in their chests, until finally Bruce groaned and raised a hand to 
wipe the sweat from his eyes. 

"Good?" 

André gave a weak snort. "Good." 


"Right then" 


Flipping onto his side, Bruce groaned and fussed as he worked the blankets from under him, André laughing and 
doing what he could to help. "Should | go?" 


"Up to you," Bruce said, yawning as he pulled the covers up. "Course, if you stay we have time in the 


morning..." 


André grinned and rolled over until he could fit his chest to Bruce's back, his still wet cock nestling into the 


crevice of Bruce's arse. "But in the morning...” 

"I know mate, your turn’ 

André nodded, draping his arm over Bruce and closing his eyes. "Right" 

He was almost asleep when Bruce snickered. Forcing his eyes open, he waited. 
"We really should clean up or come morning we might be stuck together.” 
André laughed, giving his shoulder a nip. "At least we are in the right position 
The laughing reply he received was more than wicked. 


Grinning, he closed his eyes and let sleep take him away. 


